THE TRAIN
head of her bed. Well, a boy could use a mirror too.
Opposite Lena lay lya, her large arms flung wide,
breathing heavily and snoring. How could any parents
give their daughter such a name? Good girls—every one
of them in men's woven under-shirts or singlets, not one
in a petticoat or nightdress. The day before yesterday he
had discovered lya sleeping with bare shoulders; he
wakened her and then gave her extra fatigues. What
kind of conduct was that? Girls should be modest.
The coaches were ready for the wounded. Beds with
thick blue quilts smoothed neatly. On the smooth
pillows towels folded in triangles.
There was a smell of sulphur, lye, varnish and that
peculiar odour that haunts coaches and railway stations
and cannot be obliterated either by paint or disinfectants.
These ordinary "hard" coaches were for light cases.
A soldier was on guard in each. As soon as the door
opened, a dark figure advanced, rifle in hand, cigarette
glowing.
It was forbidden to smoke in the coaches, but Danilov
turned a blind eye. A man is not a machine. The train
was on its way to the front, it bore its red crosses like
banners, but nobody in it was under the illusion that
those crosses would offer any protection. Each knew
that the enemy would make a special point of strafing
them.
In the ninth coach Sukhoyedov was on duty, a stocky
square-shouldered man with a large head apparently
set on his shoulders with no necessity for a neck. He was
the oldest man on the train, with the exception of the
Commandant, Danilov knew that Sukhoyedov was a
veteran of the Civil War, and that during the Finnish
war he had volunteered and had been wounded. On
June 22, when Hitler launched his treacherous attack,
Suldboyedov appeared at the recruiting station and
vdunteered for action. But both his years and his health
unfitted him for active service and he was assigned to
tbe hospital train. He wore a deeply disgruntled look,
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